. low,” she called,

el
©  speculator sma

" won't stand Ioggpc.?'ﬂo paused for a

(s
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SHORT STORY |

2o o - Bt
. A Deal in Real Estate.
. By WILLIAM A. 8TIMPSON.
pyright,” 1820, %y dtl.‘t:wl ?lccluro
Neowaspa yndicate,
] Pom threw back his
. shoulders and breathed , in deap
J draughts ‘of the country air while
‘eyes swept the panorama of fleld
mml'*wd bs;ore h’t.:‘  hill lay a smas
) way down the
farm, the house gleaming white
ainst the green folinge. It stbod
“back from the road and was
ed by two huge Bugar maples,
e =mooth lawn in front, with it
bbery and flowery, the well:kept
eeg and trim outbulldings, teatl-
' ",'.fo__t_tia thrift and godd taste ot
@ oceupants. ;
“Now if I anly had a wife that would
Et‘lt the place for me,"” Powers sald
imself, stopping to gaze longingly
‘the coftage. i
was after 6 o'clock-and the ypung

ney had left the office in towni

Jts heat and dust and its clachk.
ipewriters an hour hefore:for his

D. y
wung down the hill, his eyes
in every detail of the property
him, and of course he could
s seeing the board slgn 1ler-

y 'For Bale." He came to a halt|

d' stared greedily,

eI, it's nothing to me” he

tarting forward agaln. “The

&t be far beyond my means
had any use for a farm."

¥ he directed his eyes in an-

.

m walked only a few
further when he realized he
ndying the trim little cottage
His steps lagged. *There wbuld
harm in agking (he*price, I

e said to himself slowly,

no, harm in
urely,” he reasomed,- and .a
it later he had turned in at the

ad driveway. ~
agcended the ]
clous of voices just lnside the
door, *“The property'll never
your figure. Better accept my
ou'll not get as ‘good agald—"
e followed the [nterrupting
then the door was opened.
bared his head courteoumly.
tell me the price—" he be-
paused in confusion ag he
 'eyes of the girl before him.
why, Helen Rand! I didh't
lived here,' he stammersd,
zing a friend of his youth

10 ‘young womanhood, :
Powars! Of all people!” the
imed, offeripg her hand.

@ right in.”

Fm intruding,” Powers an-

p covering from his surprise,
}n@ ed, you are not,” the gim

im. “Mother is here and a

caller, Mr. Jackson,”

nodded coolly to Jackson,

‘recognized as a shrewd real

peculator. The man was plain-
it out at the interruption.
“long haye you lived here?

q b

8 year” the girl replied.
c__t_rang: I haven't Tun across
wa.,

i

ther was i1l when we came and
three months ago. I didn't go
.much,” |
* sajd Powers gravely. “But
‘a8 well obtain the information
% for,” he added. ‘““What do you
this placea?”
thousand dollars,” came the

pwer's face fell.
't you want to look through?”
asked eagerly. "I belleve that
cproper way to talk to a pros-
‘purchager,” she laughed, ris-
leading the way into the din-

was quick tp follow. “Cer-
Iook through. Can't tell
aer Il want the place or not un-
“I've seen it,” he returned lightly.
man {8 trying to buy the
at a ridiculously low price
Im afraid motherll accept the
thought maybe, if you showed
interest in it he might give more,”
46" girl ‘whispered in the privady ef
itchen. 3
m on,” Poweryg whispered batk,
“lips close 1o one dainty ear.
0w there are three sleeping rooms
] bath upstairs. Il show you
his guide announced as they
ned to the living room. . E
@ house is a perfect gem,” Pow-
_enthuslsastic praise was meant
‘the ears of Jackson, with whom
"Rrand wes politely keeping up a
tion

sell ‘this pretty place?’ Pow-
ed when the two wera alone

T8
1

1o}

's merry air vanished. "i"!-
reasops; father left very lit-

Vell
Rand?" the impatient wpice of the
: \Q:'t:ta man broke in sharply up-

_girl ced questioningly at
wers, ‘‘I—I hardly think so—not to-
night, at any rate. The offer 15 too
descending  the
rs. I
It's every cent I can give" the
“and my offer

moment. “Don’t' think eyery one who
looks at the house is going to buy
it,” he sneered, shooting a black
look at Powers. “Just sign that con-
tract,” he urged, turning to the older

| woman, "and Tl pay & deposit now

and the balance of the money as sdbon

as the title can be searched and the
deed ' drawn.”

~“What is the offer, Helen1" Powers'

" voice had an ominous ring to it.

“Thirty-five hundred dollars,” the

. gir] siswered quickly.

“Too low by fifteen hundred,” Pow-
-ars returned sharply. He paused then,
“I'will buy the property at your fig-
ure, Mrs. Rand,” he declared with'a
quick glance at Jackson.

There was a little scream of de-
light from the girl and Jackson turn-
ed a threatening-look upon the young
man. “And who may you be, butting

. in ‘on Ty business?’ he demandea

‘harshly

nt steps hel'

what about my offer, Miss he

OF TH
OF THE

VENTURES
Olive Reberts Barton.

TWINS |

The twing had found & sawdus
the creek and Nancy's hmm sad,
sew him up,” she'sajd. “Mamma tol

Then snddenly a volee pear them

us.. We keep forgetting things and then something happens.”
Nancy gnd Nick looked around curionsly,

“It's just what I get,” sild Mrs. Toad,

ing 1 left the door unlocked and the child

4

“And are they lost now, like onr
“No," gald {he toad, “they're not,
thers in the road where Sammy Snak
of Him!" - ]
“Inside of him?" cried the twing.

: "ﬂYlmi’,'_' nodded pour Mrs, Toad. “You can sa
[ of Iuy and the lurops are my children.”

"Well,” sald Nick indignantly “T*
“That woulin’t do any good,” sald

T'he Lost ‘'oads.

t nut of Jocko down by the edge of
““Maybe he ran away because I didn’t

d me to, but I always forgot.”

tuid, “That's the trouble with all of

and there sat Mrs. Toad erying
“When 1 went to do the market-
ren all got out.”
Jocko?" psked Nick. 5

That's tlie trouble. Theyre over
e i3 -lyln{ln the sun. They're inside

for yourself, He's all full
And she began to cry again, -
Il go right home and tell mamma.”

Mrs. Toad gadly. “Buit if you'll just

I

- “I—I—promise, Bobi" /.

long ceremony was concluded, with-
out another word, Bob pushed' his
Way up ‘through the broken: ruof o]l
the clmtw:lmld
seraping ns
arzirrtugt his 'mlfhtrl

aft by some heoric process. Finally
he began to tell me about his pro-
gress,

me. “I'm making it just as an Alpine
climber goes
am working
5 my hands and feat.
ning out, my dear. It all comes back
? THhtlm 'nl;:dlqukm' l:i’ the ..uxf.;. the

8 e us bhoys witz-
erland. I'm as good.as o

more:
beams! T'm up! I'm gafe, Jane. And

I'll ghape it into' a basket. Pyt it on
llke a /breeches buoy.”

obeyed ‘orders.

ing to help. Jist keep limp.

!Barllng‘
€0."

| It my body was still and limp,

n;enr;; :?lra yvery lnuv.zt‘il alive,
[ Y my ears did t

about Archer s’an(l the e N

“Kiss me,” he said. And wheu the

hear Ris* body
wall. He was

t the
up “the vertical

“I'm making it,” he called down: to
rack ‘chimney.’ I

my back as welt
Gosh, I'm win-

with

evar at it.n
And he was. Finally he spoke oneca

“Honey! I've got a hold on the
fee the rope ladder yon spoke of.

Down came one end of the rope. 1

“Don't tire yourself, Jane, by try-
! Steady,
I'll l}aul away when you say
my
I won=

others,

- e S

~astonishment or of welcome
had greated my hushand! And it was
ndd_“-'t;?l‘,g y helppd Bob to haul
me up! o e
“Aftet much' hard labor, Bob'liffed
me from the-knotted basket and car-
ried me to one of the four big divans.
looked around the Yoom and shud-
dered. The friends I had left there
—Chrys, 8 yand Archer—were
nowhgre to bhe seen? And that awful
place ' set with traps for human

beings! ¢ ¥
(Te Be Continued.)

[Gitchen

After trying all_' the .ha.ud lot—ions on
the market and when on the peint of

{stofcally deciding to submit fo grubby

hands. and proclaijm my calling
abroad, I tried clear glycerine, You

see I had a theory that glycerine ir-
ritated my skin and was out of the

ot &

question. As it is, it s’ the only'thing

BREAKF.
- {let, " toast,

gﬂni:qllym and huh'.mr_
. Alter each “doing.of dishes™ I go
through the following operation. First
I'wash my hands'in'clear warm warter,
Then before thoroughly drying them
I rub In & few drops of glycerine. If
I'm in & hurry ] wipe them perfect-
1y dry on_the towel, but if there's no
need for hasie it's a good idea to Tub
the' glycering until it dries.

Rough, chapped hand=z are, one of
the greatest trinls a housekeepsr has,)
but this treatment has helped mine,
this time. - : H

Menu for Tomorrow.
ABT—Orange juice, ome-
coffea. ' }

LUNCHBON—Scalloped rice, stew-
ed tomatoes, brown bread and butter,
tea. 5
DENNBR—Baked finnan haddie,
)scalloped pdtatoes, string beans,
cheese ard prune salad, cup custdrds,
cookies, colfee. ;

y My Own Recipes

Finnan. haddie is made from had-
dook, The name is of Scottish origin
and is & national Scotch dish. In' this
country the haddock is dried, smok-
ed and salted with much less effort
than in bonny Scotland. The fillets ot
finnan haddie are In our markets and
are very easily prepared,

SCALLOPED RICE.

2 cups boiled rice

1 cup milk

3-4 cup cheese

2 eggs
Beat eggs: well, Mix all ingredi-

diab. Bake i &
sz:::q

1 pourd finnan h
Flour -
gut‘hr ]
Milke B
Boak fish in hot water
30 minutes Put in a &
dredge with flour,
sprinkle with a Tittl
three-quarters
and bake in a hot ov
until temder,

CHEBSE AND PR

16 medium-:sized pi

1 cup cottage chesss

2 packages of neufchpts)

; : cup r.honpnllt!u' h

-4 teaspoon ‘sait: °

Paprika At

Wash prunes.
let soak over night. 2

#alt and and’ yimi
ettuce and se

Arrange on
French dressing, gl
A cob-web never
black In one’s own co

in the next door

»

Some microscoric
defined either u}
They have the, gree
tinguishes plants but
mentary eyes and
They are the sing
of the ultry-misate wi

i

o tell Patrick Plg It may help some.”

80 the twins hunted up'the pig an
to do. He marched right over to wher
ing in the 'sun and said, “Now, Sam,
you for ever so long, and T sure w2 if
open your mouth, quicic”

_ There was nothing else for Samm
motth and all the little fgads hoppad
meadow to their mother.

And the twink wore happy becatisa
trouble again.

i,

i, e

you don't young fellow. This is my
deal. The ladles accepted my offer,”|
he shouted.

Powers turned. ‘“The matter has
passed out of your control, Mr. Jack-
son. e ladles did not accept your
offer, he sald.

Jackson faced Mrs. Rand. “You
can't sell the property to this man"
hie whined. “Who is he? How do you
know he has the money—"

} ".’i"h_af. will do, Mr. Jackson,” the
gow interrupted sharply. “We have
‘wn Mr. Powers for a long time.
He is an honorable gentleman, a
friend of my daughter, and you can-
not.insult hWim further in my house.
d afternpdn, sir.”
. Mrs. Rand turned her back on Jack-
8bn and thé two wotnen and Powera
drew up together at the table. The
r_Lnl estate’ man slammed his hat on
ll:o ‘head and strode angrily from the
uge. /
. “Now the mext thing is, when will
you want possession, John?' Miss
Rgnd asked when the check had been,
pasged oveér and & brief memorandum |

i,

s

L=

(Copyright, 1920,

1 sure enough he knew exactly what
& Sammy Bnake was sleping and smil-
“I've had a mind to make a meal of
You don't give up those toads. isow

¥ to do. He just had to open his
out one at a4 time and ran across the

thel'y had helped somebody out of

or agreement of sale had been sign-
&d. -

“Why—er—I hadn't thought
that,"” he replied soberly. i

The girl laughed merrily at the per-
plexed lgok on his'face, at which
Powers brightened. “Well, I guess
you Paople can stay for a while, any-
how," he fiashed, joining in the mer,
riment,

Helen's face glowed with eagerness.
“Do you mean you will rent the prop-
erty to us and we won't have to move
right away?”’ she exclaimed.

“Well, I can’t run even this Iftile
farm alonme. I'm still a bachelor, you
know,” he replied busquely.

“Qh!" her eyes fall before his'
steady gaze. i

*Unless,” he went omn, his voice
thrilling, and his lips brushing her
cheek, 'you are willing that we run
the place together as Mr. and Mrs.
Powers? What do you say?’

“Oh, John, do you really want to do,
that?" she murmured.

He drew her to him. ‘“More umnl
anything else in the world, sweat-|
heart, now that I've found you again,’
came the whispered answer. :

of

by the N. E. A.)

CONFESSIONS OF A BRIDE|

Bob Pulls Me Up to the Room Again—the Others Are Gone,

. “Call up that shaft, Bob! Whistle
to them! Shout!' I exclajmed,

It had taken us but a few minutes
to hasten through our long explana-
tions, nevertheless, I was appalled to
think that we had wasted much valu-
able time. Suddenly I realized that
after the fall of the heavy wall panel
which Spenee and Arcler had batter-
ed down, not a single sound had come
tioii the friends in the room hign
above us.

- “Call'up the shaft!” I cried again,

Pob whistled—I knew well the old
fraiornity signel. But his brothers
did, not return the whistle. Onmly a
faint and silly echo came back to our
ears.

Then Bob cried, “Spence! Archer!
Chryg!” in his far-carrying volice.
‘The words mocked us in a faint stage
whisper, “Bpence! . Arsher! Chrys!"
Then silence ensued, an sbomidable,
ominous sllencé. It made me cling
closer to Bob's arm as we stood in the
darkneds and lsteped. .

. "What has happened—up there?” ,
ingidead in awe. >

Bgb didn't reply to that. [ngstead,
adked a. guestion of me:

e hammering which went on
while yon were gcreaming to stop ji-!
you sald it was the pounding which
oansed your, little box of a closet (o
glide down into my pit?*

‘let yourself starve

“‘By inches—yes—Bob!" “ Then A
rushed on breathlessly, a new hope |
growding my thoughts so fast that my
wolrda wers almost a jumble: |

“The cell—it was like a little ald |
elevator sditling down by fits and|
starts. Something about the poun- |
Ing seemed to Joosen small levers qr |
stones—of course, I don't understand, |
Hob, buf maybe the wall has little |
Cogs, or steps down the corners?”

::hu_;v be'"“ﬁﬁb admitted. 5

Poss ty — probably — |
could cllmb us the wall by :ia.unay%‘:'
them?"

"I I leave you—and make the at-|
tempt—you will not be afraid—dow~
here--nLu L alone$” |

L @ stiff with ht—almogt !
paralyzed,” 1 said. "Bn:ﬂ:hat differ- |
ance does that make? Go up—iry it!
There's a rope up there"—J described |
:a: o,:;z‘ghrys and I had knotted from |

covers—"you ca !
e ¥ n puil me
« "Here's the automatic, Jane,"
sald, placing the gun in my hand.
anything happeps to me—it I shonl¢ !
sllp--and fail--* Iig stopped, He g’
Bot need to glve me further direc. .
tions, . - 2E
éd"l understand, darling,” 1 wh[npcr—-l

“It T fall, Jane deer, yon will not'
? You will not live

Boh
"1t

—_—

Interest- Centers in

The Special

Offering of

Ar unusually large assortment comprising the_mmaindér of our

Winter stocks of handsome models in all the wanted ma

1als.

Many are tailored in the styles which will be popular for Spring.

The fore-sighted woman will purchase now at this great saving

assuring herself a gatisfactory Suit for the rest of the Winter

and the Spring season as well.

- PRICES ARE NOW $15.00 TO $75.00

N\

DOINGS OF THE DUF

BT :
—(T0 BE POLITE TOM SHOULD

* HALF PRICH
Your Choice ot Our Winter Stock -

According to the calendar Winter
two full months to run—according

probable weather

Winter Coats

worn much longer. Our Winter
still include a great many

modes
mgs,

which are offered at decide

PRICES ARE NOW $10.00 TO.

e

Tom, | MusT TELLNQU A GooD Joke

i H=aRD TUDAY =~ A GIRL REMARKED TD'
A FELLOW WHAT FASCINATING ENES HE
RAD= THE FELLOW SA\D HE HAD BYE®

| LIKE HIS MOTHER AND

s "OH | SEB Nov

efeo’!

THE GIRL SAID, | ——

| SUPPOSE. IT WoyLD ALMesT KiLL
Naoy e LAGY AT A JOKE | ToLD -
Yol HAVE, SUCH ANl ADVANCED IDEA

1" PRESUME. = WELL EVERNBODY i H
9 uummm THE PLACE LAUGHED

WHEN T WAPPENED

M LAVGHING
INWARDLY, Hi

SANING ANYTHING

STORY. MIXED

UP-.

HAVE LAUGHED ANYWAY)—BY ALLMAN.

SOME MEM NEYER WANT TO.

GIVE THEIR WIVES CREDIT FOR ;|
cleve — |l Ko

AT TTHAT L BELIEVE. | GoT THAT [ - I &

-

His FATHER AN

Tom, | GOT THAT, SToRN -
| WRONG - THE FELLOW
SAD HE UAD BYES MkE.

D THEGIRL

SAD HE WAS PoP-evep! || PR




